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Young Love
By Lola S. Morgan
If I were older than I am,
Not quickly stirred to flame,

My face would not awake to life
When someone speaks your name.
If I were more than twenty-one
(And that so short a while),

I would not let you know so well
How much I love your smile.
If I were old and very wise,
I’d hide the utter bliss
That comes when you have held my hand
And I have known your kiss.

&

If I were older than I am,
And of more loves had sung,
I would not be so big a fool;
But oh, I’m glad I’m young!

*Reprinted, with permission, from the Ladies Home Journal (March issue); copyright Curtis Publishing Company.
The Modern Weekly of London, England, also requested permission to reprint this poem composed by a member of The Exponent staff.
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Men May Skip This
® By Vivian Hillman
If any of the men have read this far,
they may just as well finish the page
and see why last night’s date wore

@ We women of the twentieth century may well

lift up our hands in thanksgiving. ‘That we are liv-

that funny-looking hat.

ing in an age of mechanical marvels is apparent.

That we are living in an age of justice and equality
[_ove. long ago, where men were men and the
fact didn’t particularly bother women, hats
were something to cover the head. If a green beplumed chapeau found itself topping a green suit,

it wasn’t because Lilly Daché had so decreed.

It

was because it was, in all probability, the only hat
madame owned, and went equally well with her

best blue crepe de Chine and plum-colored organza.
Woe to the modern miss with such ideas! Or such

hats. The present day hat-shopping excursion requires nothing less than the better portion of papa’s
pocketbook, an infinite amount of patience, and a
mirror that refuses to fib!
You’ve all seen the beautiful girl, and—with all
due opologies to the exceptions which do not prove

the rule—it probably wasn’t in the mirror. Perhaps
you're the girl who’s doomed to practicality by a
square, sensible-looking jaw.
Cheer up! it isn’t
fatal; in fact you’re lucky. You can afford to be
frivolous and wear hats that would leave the rest
of us looking a little like sad mistakes.
By all
means trim your tiny hats with nosegays set on un-

expected angles. It’s smart, and you’ll be smarter.
Or perhaps you’re a girl—I am—who’s tired of
looking comfortably milk-fed. Surprise yourself by
looking sleek and worldly in a hat that features angles. A peaked crown on an irregular brimmed
version of the “visiting nurse” hat will flatter.

Be

conventional; simplicity is your battle tool.
Whatever your choice, sprinkle it well with gay
color, a sleek coiffure, and serve with a grand entrance.

® Shellacking your school books is a trick worthy
of consideration. It lends them immediate neatness and gives them a good chance at the secondhand store. By the way, a popular magazine pays
one dollar for brainstorms like this one.
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is more important.
As recently as a hundred years ago, ladies were

not legally regarded as people.

According to the

Anglo-Saxon law, then in effect, woman had the

relative importance of her husband’s pet pipe—perhaps we should have said shoes. She certainly was
a walked-on creature.
It may surprise some great-granddaughters to
learn that one hundred years ago a married woman
could not legally own personal property. When the
proverbial knot made the two as one, the husband

became the “one.” He immediately became possessor of all his wife’s property, to do with as he

pleased—even to the extent of dying and willing
the property to someone else.
In case of accident the wife could not bring suit.
The husband could. He could also pocket the damages. Let some domineering man try that today!
@ By way of squelching any local “Tin Pan AIley” aspirants: Eddie Farley and Mike Riley, composers of that harassingly popular melody, “The
Music Goes ’Round and ’Round,” haven’t made a
penny out of the numerous times it has been played
over the air. Radio royalties go only to members

of the “American Society of Composers’”—to which
Riley and Farley are not yet eligible. And yet they
talk how soft it is to “Lead the life of Riley.”

@ Ask anyone and you will learn that 1936 is a
topsy-turvy year. What with ladies fair reversing
Dan Cupid’s arrows and pursuing indignant-orotherwise

males

about

the

campus,

vicissitude

seems to be the order of the day. It’s even infesting our bridge parties. The truly clever leap-year
hostess is serving her refreshments before, not after,
the bridge bout. Thus, the delicacies serve as a
postscript to luncheon and save a healthy appetite
for milady’s dinner. Or is that such a good idea?

Hollywood Eyelashes
@ By Lola S. Morgan
We have a feeling that the fair sex is
putting one over us agam. We accepted applied complexions, false hair,
and red finger nails, but artificial eye-

lashes! That's carrying things a little
too far!
| can’t tell you just why they are supposed to be

beautiful, but everyone will admit that a girl
with long eyelashes has it all over her sister who
has short, stubby ones. The boys go for the downward sweep of dark lashes across a snowy cheek.
In one of my reflective moods I was pondering
about this. You understand, of course, that any such
question is of major importance in feminine life.
Wars will come and heroes go, but eyelashes will

probably continue doing damage to male hearts
when Roosevelt is a legend.
Suddenly I looked across the aisle. Ah! Here
were the eyelashes about which all women dream!
I gazed at them with a poet’s delight!
“Martha,” I muttered hoarsely, “they are just
beautiful!”

nothing compared to picking up an eyelash with a
pair of tweezers, dipping it in glue, and sticking it
on one of your own so that it curls upward!

It took three hours to fix my eyes.

I had the

impression that they looked marvelous.

Naturally,

a few of the hairs were a bit crooked and turned
the wrong way, but after once getting a lash on,

you can’t pull it off without taking your own along.
You have to take them off with some sort of liquid

which must consist of very strong acid, because it
smarts like—well, it smarts!

so do the rest.

When one comes out,

it's a very .delicate process.

You

see that, don’t you?
My report on artificial eyelashes is a fifty-fifty

one. The girls all envied me and said I looked
“swell.” The fellows told me to be myself and act
my age. This magazine wouldn’t print the language they used.
For three days I wore them!

I didn’t dare cry.

I couldn’t really wash my face. Every now and
then a couple dropped into my soup. Each hour

Martha looked up from a sketch she was drawing
for The Exponent, and stared at me blankly.
“They’re incredible! I exclaimed.
“What are you talking about?” our worthy con-

they became stiffer and harder and more uncomfort-

tributor to this magazine asked me.

I was comfortable.

“Your eyelashes! They’re almost too long to be
reall”

ing week, “I tried some.”

Martha blushed.
laughed.

She looked at me.

Finally she

“They aren’t real!”
It was my turn to stare blankly, but at last Mar-

tha explained.

able. Finally, I could stand it no longer. I took
them off. The darned acid stuff burned my eyes. I
looked as barren as a music-staff without notes. But
“My dear,” I said sweetly to Martha the follow“Some what?” she asked wearily.
“Some of those lovely eyelashes!”
She looked at me and grinned evilly.
that she no longer wore hers.

I noted

I decided that I had

It was like this. You went to a down-town store
and bought a box of eyelashes. With a pair of
tweezers you took each little hair, dipped it in some
special glue, and attached it to one of your own

been the distant, well-known, long-eared relative of
a horse!
This is a warning to all young men. Don’t fall
for a pair of long-fringed eyes. Try pulling one of
the beautiful lashes, or take the girl friend to a sad

lashes. It sounded simple. I could hardly wait for

movie.

the morrow on which, so sure as the sun rose, I in-

know you have been the victim of a little box con-

tended getting some new eyelashes.

taining a lot of hairs. However, it took her so long
to put them on, that you should probably feel flat-

Did you ever try to put salt on a bird’s tail when
you were little? Did you ever try to pick fleas out
of a long-haired dog? Did you ever write home

for an extra check?

My friends, these tasks are as

tered.

If she comes out with barren lids you'll

After all, love is too big a thing to be based

on a mere matter of eyelashes, no matter how she
put them on!
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The Haunted House
e By Bob Wharton
A story of Jean and Jimmy—how they
were initiated into a Greek letter society. They were instructed to visit a
haunted house where a murder had
once been committed. Read their
strange experiences.

!

HE boy and girl stood on the road in the
drizzling rain gazing apprehensively up at the

lonely house before them.

Abandoned for years,

the house stood miserably forlorn and forgotten. A
row of unkempt trees and shrubs attempted to hide
its shame from the eyes of the few passersby, but

the creaking shutters that banged against the dirty
walls, and the gaping doorway poised so primly

between two windows with shattered and jagged
panes proclaimed to the world the decline of the

once beautiful home.

:

Heavy rain clouds obscured the moon, and as the
boy and girl stood hesitantly before the dilapidated
old house it seemed to grow suddenly darker.
“Jimmy,” whimpered the girl, “I’d rather go
home.”
Her appeal seemed to give a little necessary courage to the boy, for he manageda little laugh and
touching her elbow, he whispered in her ear.
“Come on, Jeanie. We can’t let ’em scare us. All
those ghost stories about this place are a lot of
bunkum. Besides, you know Ralph and Alice are
in there. Besides—who wouldn’t face a ghost in
order to belong to the Gamma Beta Gamma?”
“All right, Jimmy, I’m game!”
“Good old Jeanie! I knew that you were! Now,

him. Good old Jeanie! She had been his pal for
years and years. He couldn’t let her down now.
Arms about each other’s waists, they stepped reluctantly up to the door under what was left of a
once imposing porch.
:
“Well, anyhow!” cried Jimmy very loudly, partly
to summon his own courage, partly to reassure
Jeanie, “it’s dry here.”
“I’d much rather be out in the rain!” she whispered, as she looked timidly at the dark and omin-

ous black spot that the gaping door disclosed.
“Nope!” chuckled Jimmy, “not now. We've gone
this far, so let us continue for the good of Gamma
Beta Gamma!”
Grasping Jeanie’s hand firmly, Jimmy pushed the
door open and gazed apprehensively about him in

the murky gloom.
“See! Jeanie,’ he whispered with a sigh of relief,
“I told you that there was nothing here.”
But he was a little hasty in his judgment, for,
bringing with it a gust of icy wind, there appeared
the indistinct outline of a dog directly before them.
Apparently indifferent to their eyes, the dog moved
slowly through the room and disappeared.
“Oh! oh, Jim!” screamed Jeanie, and wrapped
her arms around Jimmy’s neck so tightly that he
couldn’t breathe.
“Don’t be frightened, Jeanie,” whispered Jimmy
earnestly, although his own teeth were chattering,
“T think that that dog was only a picture cast by
a motion picture machine! If we can find it, we will
also find Ralph and Alice there, too!

And what |

come on, young lady, and we’ll brave the ghost in
his own domicile, by golly!”

won’t do to that worthy pair!”

Regardless of their brave words, Jeanie and
Jimmy were both shivering a little as they walked
slowly but doggedly up the walk. Jimmy fancied
he could hear his own heart beating as they ap-

hastily searched for a hidden motion picture pro-

proached the door of the house.

Jeanie pressed

closer to him, and even in the wan light of the crying moon he saw her look trustfully into his face
and smile. Suddenly realizing that it must be much
more difficult for her than for himself, he put his
arm about her with a pang of sympathy stirring
Page six

Jimmy hastened over to the opposite wall and
jector.

He lit match after match but his search was

ineffectual. There was no possible place for a hidden projector! The wall was bare.
“Jeanie . . .” began Jimmy, but was interrupted
by a startled scream from her direction. He spun
about and grasped her by the arms as her knees
buckled beneath her.
“What’s the matter, Jean . . .?” Jimmy started
to say, but the words froze on his lips as he, too,

saw the wraith-like figure that was slowly crossing
the room as the dog had done.

ered his wife clasped in the arms of a young uniformed soldier.

THE EVENING before, the Gamma Beta Gam-

stood stone-still for a moment and then with a
growl of pain strode forward. Lavinia’s dog, alert
as ever when Bledscoe was around, leaped at his

“Shocked and hurt to the soul, Governor Bledscoe

ma Society had decided to admit two new members
to the exclusive ranks of their membership. Eachnew member of the society was initiated in some
novel manner, and the discussion before the society
had been the manner in which the two new members should be initiated.

“T think that Jimmy and Jeanie should be initiated together,” one member of the society had remarked. “I don’t believe that even the Gamma
Beta Gamma should separate the two ‘inseparables.’ ”

“You're right, Pete,” a vivacious young blonde
had cried, jumping to her feet, “and I have just the
thing! Let’s make them go to the ‘Haunted House’
at night!”
“The Haunted House?

throat.

“With a blow of his great fist, Governor Bledscoe
stretched the dog upon the floor, dying with a
broken neck. Stretching out one powerful arm, he
grasped the young soldier just as Lavinia flew between them.

“With a backward sweep of his fist, Governor
Bledscoe knocked Lavinia into the corner where
she sank into a heap.

He slowly and viciously

tightened his fingers on the young soldier’s throat.
He released them in surprise, however, when he

perceived the marked resemblance that the young
soldier’s face bore to his wife’s.

What and where is that,

“As soon as the soldier could speak he gasped,

Alice?” asked Ralph Becker, the president of the

“*Vou fool, I’m her brother,’ and hastened to the

Gamma Beta Gamma Society, of his fiancée, Alice
Priest.
“Haven't you ever heard of the ‘Haunted House,’
you old stick-in-the-mud?” cried Alice incredulously.

corner where she lay.
“Stunned beyond the power of thought, Bledscoe

“No,’ mourned Ralph, hanging his head in a

stumbled to the corner, brushing the young man

aside and tenderly taking his wife in his arms.
“One glance told him the truth, and he cursed
himself and his own great strength as he realized

greatly exaggerated gesture of shame, “I must con-

that he had hurt her.

fess to that colossal ignorance.”

““l’m dying, John,’ she whispered to her husband,
‘but I really don’t mind if I can only convince you
that I haven’t been only pretending to love you.’
“He held her tightly as she gasped out the words
—the last that she was ever to speak—and then he

“T’ve heard about it, Alice,’ one of the other
members remarked, “but not enough to know any-

thing about it.

Tell us about it.”

“IT BEGAN in 1860 when Governor Bledscoe
married the young and beautiful belle of the town,

reverently laid her upon a couch.

At the foot of

the couch lay the body of her Collie dog.”

Lavinia Patterson,” began Alice, facing her inter-

’ ested listeners. “They were very much in love with

“WELL,” said Ralph, clearing his throat as Alice

each other, but Governor Bledscoe was much older

stopped speaking and a long silence gripped her

than the lovely Lavinia, and so he was never quite
sure of her love, and he was insanely jealous of her

listeners, “what has that to do with the ‘Haunted

friends. He wasa very large and ugly man, and he
couldn’t believe that a young and beautiful girl

could have any affection for him.

Stories of his

great strength are still told with awe today.

“He practically held her as a prisoner in his great
mansion of a house, and nothing that she could do
could persuade him that she loved him in spite of
his unprepossessing appearance.

“His doubt of her was increased by the actions
of her faithful Collie. It plainly did not trust Governor Bledscoe, and when the Governor came near

her the dog would growl deep in its throat.
“Lavinia did her best to make the dog and man
become friends, but it was of no avail.

“One day the Governor came home and discoy-

House?”
“Why,” answered Alice, “the ‘Haunted House’
is Governor Bledscoe’s old mansion, and his ghost
and the ghost of the dog that he killed are said to
walk through the rooms at night. Many people
swear that they have seen them.”
“Well, Alice,” remarked the puzzled Ralph, “per-

haps I’m dull, but what has that got to do with initiating Jean and Jim?”
“Well, silly,” laughed Alice, “let’s have our ‘in-

separables’ go to the ‘Haunted House’ as_ their
initiation—and let’s you and I go and dress up as
ghosts!”
“Alice!” cried the delighted Ralph, “you’ve got
something there! Oh, boy, will we surprise Jean
and Jimmy!”
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What the members of the Gmma Beta Gamma
didn’t know, however, was that Jean and Jimmy

had their ears glued to the door and had heard
every word of the trickery planned.

Carefully holding hands over lips that threatened
to spill the laughter that each restrained, Jeanie
and Jimmy stole away forewarned about the tricks
of the ‘Haunted House.’
JIMMY took one look at the hazy figure and then
gathering up the fainting Jeanie, bolted from the
house.
A moment later they were in the Gamma Beta
Gamma house, white-faced but triumphant as they
received their membership into the society.

“Alice,” said Jeanie, shuddering, “I don’t think
I could do it again. All that I can say is that you

and Ralph certainly know how to play Ghosts! I’ve
never seen anything so startling in my life. But I
don’t see how in the world you made things so
ghost-like.”
“What!” gasped Alice and Ralph in unison.
“Oh,” smiled Jeanie, “we'll confess it all.

“But—but, Jeanie,” gasped Alice, eyes wide open,

“Ralph and I skidded into the ditch on the way and
wrecked our car. We never got to the ‘Haunted
House.

March
By Lola S. Morgan
The gray-robed ghost of winter
Went past my door last night,

His breath was cold and bitter,
His hair was long and white.
I saw that he was weary,
And though his touch was cold,

I felt a surge of pity—
He was so worn and old.

“Old man,” I said, “why hurry
So madly on your way?
Your legs have grown unsteady,
Tomorrow’s another day.”
He did not pause to listen,
He did not seem to hear;

I looked along the roadway
To see what caused his fear.
I looked and looked, and then
I saw the answer there—

For Spring came lightly dancing
With flowers in her hair.
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We

heard you planning on scaring us! Jimmy and I
were right outside the door when you were deciding on our initiation.”

Pestiferous Punsters
@ By Dan Hobbs
Dan apparently let punsters get under

his skin. He has become neurotic
about them. Torture seems too mild a
punishment for these pestiferous punsters. Join his “Society for the Extermination

of Pestiferous

For back when Bill Shakespeare and our greatgreat-great-great-grandad were dashing off skits
every now and then, it seems there was quite a

Punsters.”

At the present day there exists a peculiar tribe
of human beings who probably could give
Socrates some pointers how to take poison—or pun-

ishment. We refer to that unparalleled group of
Stoics, the punsters, who are impervious to frowns

leaning toward the sport of punning, with the
natural results. Tradition has it that in between
hands of pinochle, everyone would toss a few puns
around just to keep in practice. It has also been
said that even the ping-pong courts were infested
with punsters, but please don’t take my word for it!
At any rate, although threats of death and torture accompany the punster on his daily rounds at

and growns, and who adhere to their principles

the present time, there was a time when there must

though they mean social dehabilitation.

have been an open season on these dandruff-like

IN ORDER to make a comprehensive study of
this creature, the punster, let us describe the type.
First of all, he looks much the same as any other

individual except that one may perceive a crafty
glint in his eye and a peculiar cup-shape to his ear.
He makes an exceptionally good listener, and can

be seen hovering near any group “bull-session.” If
you still can’t identify him, then he is invariably
the fellow who always takes his celebrated farewell
with an airy “Abyssinia.”

The mental procedure of our laboratory subject
would be something like this: his bowl-like ears
snag someone’s unfortunate remark and immediately transfer to his brain a word that has its possibilities. Eagerly he bounces it back and forth from one
molar to the other trying to find some strange setting which is not related to the word, or which

would give this remark an entirely new meaning and
still retain the basic phonetic qualities. Then he
comes forth with a masterpiece, occasionally, in the
punning field. And, since every action has an equal
and opposite reaction, groans, derisive cries,
screams, bellows, profanities, and probably more

creatures (they get in your hair). Although King
Richard III of England was a bloody old rascal, he
must have had his good points, for we recently discovered that he really put the axe to at least one
pesky punster.
It so happened that during his rather unfortun-

ate reign his dirty-work was carried out by his three
“yes-men,” Ratcliff, Catesby, and Lovel. And, since
Lovel was a common name for a dog, and the escutcheon of Richard carried a white boar, a certain

Sir William Collingbourne (a columnist, by the
way) conceived a brainstorm and published the
following:
“The Rat, the Cat, and Lovel the dog,

Rule all England under the Hog.”
Well—more blood in the gutter!
IN OUR estimation, however, these fellows are

beginning to come into their own and are really impressing the hostile world with their importance.
Their policies and practices are beginning to permeate our newspapers, our advertising matter, and,
most of all, our radio.

And can he take is? Well, he usually has no choice!

You can imagine our surprise several months ago,
when, upon opening the daily tabloid, we found a

BUT wait a moment! This blood-thirsty antago-

blaring headline declaring to the world at large that
Hell froze over! Disgust reigned supreme when we

concrete objects ricochet about the offender’s ears.

nism to the pun and its creator didn’t spring from

nowhere.

Certainly the people of the twentieth

century are just as tolerant as their ancestors.

In

fact, history shows that they are even more so.

read further that it was merely the 50-year-old village of Hell, Michigan, also known as Highland,
which was subjected to icy barriers. What can we
do when even our newspapers get frisky to the ex-
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tent of publishing such a pun as that?

anyone as we did with the wit who constructed this

We once heard from a fellow, probably a punster
in disguise, that the only reason a person groans at

apt expression: “If all the punsters in the world
were laid end to end—I’d like to be there with a

a pun is that he was unable to be the first to think

steam-roller.” Consequently we are now campaign-

of it.

when we happened to catch the following New

ing for membership in our newly-organized club,
“The Society for the Extermination of Puny Puns.”
Membership fees will consist of the capture of at
least one confirmed punster per month. These of-

Year’s resolution coming through the loudspeaker
of our radio: “Since puns are the lowest form of

will be made the object of a specially devised tor-

Notwithstanding this fact, we know that a

badly formed pun can be exceedingly disagreeable,
for our hair was once made to literally stand on end

wit and ‘wit’ conditions as they are, I have ‘pundered’ over the situation and decided not to pun
any more puns, ‘u-pun’ my word | won't.” Suffice
it to say the fellow was amply protected by some
few milestones.

fenders will not be accorded a speedy death, but
ture. After due consideration of the products of
many fertile brains, the following soul-twisting torture has been selected: “Punsters shall be confined,

for an indefinite period of time, to an institution for
the deaf and dumb, where only sign-language is
used!”

WE’VE HARDLY ever agreed so readily with

After that, peace on earth to men of good

will!

The Man Hunt
® By Beatrice H. Schneble
We leave it to our readers to guess
correctly whether this short story is
fiction or a true story. Natives of Dayton are well acquainted with the background, “The Pinnacles,’ where the

plot ts laid.
Gurr

the west side of the Dixie Highway,

south of Dayton, Ohio, are a number of short
hills known as “The Pinnacles.” A winding road,
steep, narrow, and deeply rutted, is the only entry
to the interior.

Scattered throughout these hills are a few squatters’ shacks, whose occupants live in the manner of
Kentucky mountaineers.
On the topmost peak

stands a dilapidated cottage, the home of Jed Tollar,
his wife, and their twenty-year-old imbecile son.
IT WAS Monday morning, early in the month of
November, 1935. Martha, bending over her wash
tub, gave a start as her husband bolted into the
kitchen, flourishing a Sunday newspaper which he

had borrowed from a neighbor.
“Martha!” he called in a high-pitched voice. “Another killer’s broke jail agin!”
Trembling with excitement, the newspaper shook
in his horny hands as he spread it on the table.
Pulling a chair up, he sat down, took off his specPage ten

tacles, wiped them with his soiled handkerchief,
and nervously put them on again. Martha wiped
her soapy hands on her checkered apron, hurried
and peered over his shoulder as he read aloud.
Neither of them heard their son Tom enter the
room. Mumbling to himself, he went over to a
soap box in the corner and sat down. Although his
mind had not developed, his body was that of a
rugged man. His mouth hung open, slavering his
protruding chin. With round gray eyes, devoid of
expression, he stared at the backs of his parents.
Jed’s voice rose to a crescendo. “Says here:
KILLER BLUFFS WAY OUT OF JAIL WITH
PISTOL CARVED FROM SOAP

James Johnson, alias “Dopey” Williams,
feigned sickness during the night, his moaning attracting the attention of a guard who
hastened to his cell. Seeing the killer, dou-

bled over, apparently in great agony, the
guard unlocked the cell door and bent over
the man sympathetically. The killer straight-

ened up instantly, pointed a fake pistol at the
guard,

struck

him

a

vicious

blow,

and

knocked him unconscious. Securing the keys
to the corridors, the killer surprised other
guards and relieved them of their weapons.

Grabbing . ...

Tom, the imbecile son, had listened to enough.
Lumbering out of the house, he moved slowly to-

ward the woodshed, his gutteral laugh echoing
against the hillside. As soon as he got insde the
woodshed his dull eyes beamed, for it was there he

cached all his treasures.

Unearthing a rusty bear

trap from under a heap of junk, he sat down, played

with it, opening and snapping the big jaws of the
bear trap.
Meanwhile in the kitchen Jed’s droning voice
read on:

of him, which fell on the floor for an instant.

His

hunger appeased, he wiped his mouth on his shirt
sleeve.
“Sure fooled’ em out on de highway,” he chuckled.
“Sun’s shinin’ up here, but the fog’s thick down
there. This is goanta be a swell hideout!”
Picking up his gun, he pushed his chair back and
stood up.
“I’m goin’ now. See dat ya keep yer traps shut
about me bein’ in de hills.”

He backed out of the kitchen door and down the
stone steps.

It is believed that the killer is in hiding
somewhere south of Dayton. All highways

A scream of pain rent the air. Martha and Jed
came timidly out of their corner and gasped.
Sprawled on the lowest step, lay the killer! Both
of his feet were encased in a bear trap, whose rusty

Jed’s voice dropped to a trembling whisper:
“Watch yer step, Marthy!” as the large form of

a man, brandishing a gun, loomed in the doorway.
“Not a word outta ya two, or I'll drill ya!”

chain was fastened to an iron ring in the stone step.
Several neighbors came running, rifles in their
hands.

Jed became brave, the killer no longer dangerous.

The low stacatto voice brought terror to the
hearts of the already frightened Martha and Jed.
“Here, ya! Git over in de corner and face de
wall!” the killer barked at Jed, pointing his gun at

fetch the sheriff, and tell him to bring an arsenal
along.”
No one paid any attention to Tom, jumping up

him.

and down and clapping his hands excitedly.

‘Then to Martha: “Fix muh somethin’ to eat,

an’ make it snappy!”
Martha took one look at the menacing gun and
got busy.
A pot of soup was simmering on the back of the
coal stove.

filled it.

“Hey, Sam,” he called to one of the men.

“Go

No

one saw him when he stooped and picked something up.
At last the prisoner was safe inside the sheriff’s
car, with a deputy on either side of him.

She got a bowl from the cupboard and

Setting the bowl on the table, she picked

SOME TIME later the group of men were con-

up the telltale newspaper and covertly stuffed it
into the bib of her apron. ‘Then she filled a cup

gregated in Jed’s kitchen, discussing the exciting
capture. Martha had gone back to her washing.

with black coffee and placed it on the table, along

She was not listening to their brave talk.

with some bread and butter beside the soup.
The bandit sat down.
“IT guess this'll do. Now git over there, and no

thoughts were elsewhere.
When she had finished washing, she carried the
tubs outside and emptied them. ‘Then she hurried

monkey business!”

to the woodshed and called Tom’s name softly.
A throaty laugh was the answer to her call. Smilingly she opened the door. ‘There, in the semidarkness she saw ‘Tom seated cross-legged on the
floor, turning something over and over in his hands

For a moment there was silence, except for the

sucking sound the killer made as he siphoned his
soup.
“How many a ya live here?” he snapped.
Martha opened her mouth to answer him, but

Jed restrained her, putting his finger to his lips.
“Only me and my woman,” replied Jed quietly.
“Well—Ill keep my eyes on dat door, an’ if ya’
been lyin’ ta me—well! and the killer patted the
gun on the table before him.
Martha prayed that Tom would not come in, for
she understood his peculiar ways.
THE KILLER, intent upon his food, failed to
notice a shadow coming from the window in back

Her

as though he admired it.
Startled

at his

mother’s

entrance,

‘om

drew

back guiltily, clutching the object close to his

breast. When he realized that the intruder was his
mother, his features softened and he made a pitiful
attempt to smile.

Then clumsily getting to his feet,

he laid his trophy in his mother’s outstretched hand,
and working his jaws convulsively he stammered—

“m-mine !”
It was the killer’s soap gun!
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My First Date
® By Martha C. Rockey
A member of the staff recalls memories of her “first date”—at the age of
seven. It was a costume affair—Hal-

lowe’en, if you want to know. Life
didn’t begin at 40 in the childhood

days of the writer.

Lec you remember your first date? Have you
ever forgotten the thrill of anticipation

which swept over you as you slipped into your best
dress, or the panicky feeling in the middle of your
stomach as you heard footsteps coming up the front
walk, the doorbell timidly ringing, and you realized

that it was a boy coming for you?
I know I shall never forget mine! It was on a
crisp October evening and little Jimmy Manning
was coming at seven-thirty to escort me to a Hallowe’en party. Of course, his father and mother
were to take us to the affair and call for us at ninethirty, but that meant little to me. I was going toa
party wiha boy! I had a date!
I thought of the event constantly for weeks.

I

saw myself, head held high, parading grandly with
Jimmy past crowds of awed little girls, smiling

scornfully down on them while they whispered
jealously behind their hands.
I had visions of Jimmy kneeling reverently be-

fore me as I disdainfully refused his offer of love
and eternal faithfulness. I even harbored the exciting idea that he, in some spectacular and dramat-

ic way, might choose to “end it all” because of my
unresponsiveness to his ardent wooing.
I am quite sure my mother was secretly worried
over my strange behavior. I sat for minutes at a
time, staring blankly into space. I ate little, and
spent hours at the mirror, biting my lips to make
them red, pinching my cheeks until they resembled
winesap apples, and then assuming poses which were
supposed to indicate to a waiting world that in the
course of seven years on this giddy globe I had become blasé and world-weary.

The big day finally came. I was up at dawn, running from attic to cellar, gathering up all sorts of

odds and ends that I felt were absolutely necessary

for my preparation.

The party, of course, was to

be a costume affair, and I was to represent Little
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Bo-Peep. My dress hung resplendently in the closet,
my shoes twinkled merrily beside my bed, and a
huge crook with a glorious blue bow tied about it,
stood stiffly in the corner.
All day I bobbed here and there, willingly running errands for mother, and humming to myself.
Every five minutes I peeped at the clock. Why did
the time pass so slowly?
At last, after hastily gulping a few mouthfuls of
dinner, I darted upstairs to get ready. I scrubbed
my face until it tingled and took special pains to

wash well behind my ears. I cleaned my fingernails twice, and brushed my hair until it crackled.
Then the lovely, lovely dress was slipped over my
head, and I went breathlessly to survey myself in
the mirror. Oh! I was beautiful! I was no longer
a little girl! I was a lady! My dress touched the
floor and I had real powder on my face. In one
evening I had grown up! With these thoughts in
my head and my Bo-Peep crook in my hand, I
swept regally down the stairs, almost an hour early.
During that hour I alternately watched the window and ran to the mirror to see if my hair were
mussed. I rehearsed various ways of greeting Jimmy, and finally decided that in all probability he
would sweep off his hat and reverently kiss my
hand. While I was musing thus, the doorbell rang.
Breathlessly, I ran to the door and threw it open,

expecting to see a veritable Prince Charming on the
threshold, attired in golden boots, a wine-velvet

cape, and a hat crested with white plumes.

In-

stead, standing uncomfortably on one foot, was a

huge green frog!
I was petrified.

I stood there, frozen, inarticu-

late. Finally, from somewhere in the vicinity of
the frog’s chest, came a stifled murmur, followed
by a strangled cough. I have since decided that
these strange noises were some sort of greeting
meant to be worldly and nonchalant. At any rate,
I bolstered up my courage, and saying “Hello!” in
a strained voice, I walked to the car.

After speaking shyly to Mr. and Mrs. Manning,
I settled myself as far into the corner of the seat
as possible. Jimmy did likewise, and the silence of
the drive was broken only by the rise and fall of

voices in the front seat, and Jimmy’s spasmodic
bursts of scratching whenever the itching frog costume became unbearable.
My spirits revived somewhat when we arrived at
the party. The house was blazing from top to bottom with orange lights, and gay laughter floated on
the cool night air. Thrilling with anticipation, I
rushed up the walk and into the mad whirl of
revelry.
There were games and games and games!

I

played madly. My hair was mussed, my shoes were
scuffed, and my long dress was clumsy and hot.
Suddenly, in the midst of a mad scramble about the
room, I heard the sickening sound of tearing cloth

and was horrified to find my long skirt tangled
limply around my feet, while I stood with nothing
on but a tiny black bodice and a short starched petticoat! A dead silence fell over the room—and then
laughter, shrill mocking laughter filled the air, and
I ran and hid.
An hour later Mrs. Manning found me sleeping
soundly behind the wing chair in the library.
Wrapped in a borrowed coat and still clutching my
Bo-Peep crook, I was carried home and tucked into

bed.

The next morning a pair of scuffed black shoes
and a Bo-Peep crook with a limp blue bow were the

only evidence that I, the previous night, had embarked upon the Great Adventure—my first date!

Ayraw. Gute

SS

Before

LITTLE BO-PEEP

The Silent Men
By Lola S. Morgan
O hear them, God, as through the night they cry
In voices hoarse with pain, the silent men

Who long to lift their hearts in song again.

Give them Your blessing now, before they die.
Out of the people’s mind, the common heart,
Sweet as the sound of early April rain
Let music flow, until the mountains start

And listen raptly to the joy and pain
And the clear beauty of that new-born song.
Let age-old music mingle with the new
And men express their inmost dream of You;
Open the gates that have been closed too long.
With melodies immortal earth shall ring
When silent men lift up their hearts and sing.
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Caroline
® By Richard Kappeler
She loved George and she liked Tom.
She wished George were like Tom.

The truth is she was in love with a
composite of George and Tom. But
Karl enters and—oh,

read the rest

(CU axonine sat before the fire, dreaming away
the evening. George had to work tonight
As she thought

reminiscently of the happenings of the last few
weeks, she seemed to sense that their romance was

beginning to cool.

He

too ordinary for her tastes. She gazed longingly
into the fires murmuring to herself:

yourself !

and so their date had to be broken.

She realized that George was just a kid.

didn’t know what trouble was or how to meet it.
He was just impossible. He was too commonplace,

She had fallen hard for George.

He had been so witty, so clever, and so good-look-

ing. After a couple of feverish, rapturous weeks
filled with lively dates, they both began to care
more for each other.

But George had proved to be so shallow. There
was nothing substantial about him. All her shel-

“Caroline, you’re an old fool.

You're just feel-

ing blue—just fed up with life, that’s all!”
A small click startled her. Her heart sunk, her
breath came in gasps. She turned around and found

her worst fear materialized.
He was tall and sinister. Wearing a dark overcoat and slouched hat, he glided forward.
“Quiet, sister!

Keep your mouth shut and no-

body will get hurt.”
“What do you want?”
“’m not after money.

I'll just keep you com-

pany for the evening—you looked lonely.”

He calmly took off his coat and hat. He wasa
homely yet pleasant-looking fellow. She sized him

tered life Caroline had met only stiff, conventional
men. ‘There seemed to be no real blood in their
veins.
She had a feeling that he was always pretending,

up quickly and almost unconsciously. He was a
worldly type: ingratiating smile, features denoting

disguised. He never told her anything serious; he
was always joking. Sure! he treated her swell.

glint in his eyes.

All the glamor and sparkle of his personality had

fallen off like tinsel from a Christmas tree.
Her job at the psychiatric ward was very tedious
and monotonous. Life was too stark and cruel for

her.

Often she dreamed of her hero taking her

away to distant dreamlands. Her day dreams were
an escape from her everyday realities.

She had hoped that George would be different.
She wanted a husband that was not too boyish—
one who loved adventure and danger. She sighed
sadly. If George were only different!
They had been going together for over half a
year now. All she knew was that he worked—and
came from a good family. But he never told her
what he earned nor did he ever take her to his
home.
She often wished that he were like Tom. ‘Tom
was a dandy pal and a fine fellow. He was of the
strong, silent type, seldom joking or clowning. He
took life serious but he was not dependable. He

drank too much to suit Caroline.

Otherwise he

was the embodiment of her dream-man; he had

seen life and drunk deeply at its fount.
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that he often laughed, and had a daring reckless
Yet there was a strange, longing

look in those somber gray eyes.
There was something vitally alive about him. A
certain indefinable freshness and the air of an undaunted freebooter about him. She found herself
irrepressibly attracted to him. He sat down on the
sofa, close, but not too close to her.
“My name’s Karl. You have a nice warm fire
here,” he said as coolly as if he knew her well.

“Mine’s Caroline.”
She never did understand how she got over her
fright so quickly.
His presence had a soothing affect on her nerves.
The honest, frank look inspired confidence into
Caroline.
“Have a cigarette?” he asked still holding an
automatic in his right hand.

“No, thanks! What do you want?” she returned
coldly.
“Just like a woman! Curiosity killed the cat.”
He gave a deep throaty laugh. She liked his laugh
—and such a captivating grin.

“Do you make a habit of this sort of thing?”
Thus the conversation went on. He had over-

heard her talking aloud to herself and asked many
questions.

affair.

She found herself explaining the whole

She tried to stop herself, but she was pow-

erless and she poured her heart out to him.

His

face was grave and he was actually interested.

his practical jokes. He’d like nothing better than
to see her all packed and duped by his trick. Well,
she wouldn’t give him the pleasure.

The stranger resumed his interrupted talk.
“Of course you hard-working people think that

“Pray, go on! he urged graciously, pensively.

our type of life is great.

“That’s all!

steady life. We’re tired of things serious. I love
practical jokes and I longed all my trips to get

I’m just tired and fed up on life, I

guess—one of those blue Mondays.”
“Now let me tell you a story about a friend of
mine. He’d be just the kind you’d think you would
like to meet.”
“How do you know?”

“Listen, Caroline, I graduated from college.
life has augmented my psychological studies.

My
1

know your type. Well, I met this Jim Carson when
he was a young lad. One night after work we
stopped in at a beer garden. Jim was reckless, ad-

venture-loving type. I remember his telling me
how he had licked all the kids in the neighborhood,
and other thrilling adventures. Just then a man
walked up to him—an old enemy, so an argument
ensued and ended in a bone-bruising brawl. Then
the man drew a knife and Jim got the full-Nelson!
‘he man died some hours later. It was all in selfdefense. I was feeling rather mean and cussed myself so I agreed to beat it with him. ‘That’s why
the cops are looking for me. I know all about him
and where he is now. They want me to squeal on
my friend. Tonight I sawa plainclothes dick following me so I thought I’d duck in here—pay you
a visit.”
“So what? Plenty of people have been fugitives

But we envy you your

some place where people laughed and talked silly,

any sort of nonsense. I loved to unbend and be
natural, but the thugs I met had to be bluffed by a
cold, emotionless exterior. You'll find out I’m right.
Humor can heal many a wound.”
“You know, I believe you’re right.

I never

looked at it that way. That’s just the way George
is, always happy and light. ‘Tell me more about
this Jim,” Caroline begged, extremely interested.
“Well, he met a young girl down in Panama. He
loved her much—at least he thought he did. It was
just a case of puppy love. Well, she died a couple
of days before their proposed marriage. He almost
went to pieces. But he was a great little actor. He
still smiled and laughed, but his boyish laugh hides
the soul of a man of experience, and one who has
knocked about the world a lot and seen life.”
“Well, you’ve certainly shown me that my ideas

and day-dreams were girlish and silly.

I’d hate a

man that had to knock around the world like that
and deceive people with such a smile. George never

did anything exciting but I guess he’s just the type
for me. Jim’s life is exciting but not exactly satis-

from the law and have had as exciting adventures.”

fying, nor is it optimistic enough for a person like
myself. I need someone whose unspoilt and un-

“Right you are but that’s only part of the story.

trammeled spirit has never known the pangs of dis-

We traveled to Mexico, Central America, flew anti-

quated planes in revolutions. We ate under desert
skies, starved under tropical heat, loved senoritas

under palm-dotted moonlight.
life.

We lived a dream

Never had a dull moment.

But were we

happy as people think they would be if they were
in our shoes? No! We longed for a home and the
simple thing in life, to use a trite expression. Life
was too serious—no gayety.”
The phone rang. Caroline arose to answer it. It
was George!
“Hello sweets, how’s my little sugar?”
His blatant, jocose air irritated her. He wanted
her to pack up quickly and be ready to marry him
tonight. They were going to Europe! When he
mentioned Europe, Caroline knew it was another of

aster,” asserted Caroline.

“And the finis to Jim’s story is that he’s crazy
about another girl. She doesn’t know he’s a vagabond, a man of the world. He’s starting over again
in life—the lucky stiff! I haven’t anyone to reform for or anything to change me. Jim always
was a clever little actor and I guess he’s well set
now. By the way here’s a letter he sent me. Got
a picture of him and his girl and says he’s doing fine
in his new job, and hopes the dicks won’t come
along and spoil everything.”

He opened a yellowed envelope and a picture fluttered to the floor.
Caroline stooped and picked up the picture.

It

was a picture of George and herself, taken one gay
Sunday afternoon.
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Best Sellers in Our Time
@ By M. J. Hillenbrand
Just what does make a book a “best
seller?” Are all “best sellers’ written
in the same vein? Or does the taste

Most of us young ’uns have very likely had some of

of the American reading public demand a change of diet? Henry, get

these unhistorical romances wished on us as required
reading by some well-meaning teacher, who still ad-

out the lie detector!

heres to the rather quaint theory that the easiest way to
make history easy and palatable is to make it unhistorical—with a dash of plot and narrative added.

[ 2xoexeive the plebeian taste of the
herds of book-buyers who boost a book into
the best-seller list is a favorite diversion for our intellectuals. As a general rule intellectuals don’t
write best-sellers, and when they do they stop being intellectuals.
Yet I have long wondered
whether Americans are really getting more intelligent, more sophisticated, more educated or more

stupid—whether as a nation we are approaching
maturity or stagnating in cultural mediocrity.

If

these best-seller lists recently compiled mean any-

I

can understand a Daughter-of-the-American-Revolution complex better, when I reflect that a whole generation nourished itself on a romanticized past.

Then followed inevitable reaction to the reaction.
Glamor went out of style, and America was swamped

under a realistic wave.

Teddy Roosevelt was “trust-

bustin’; and irate citizens wanted the harsh, unsav-

ory facts about the monopolistic monsters of big business, crooked politics. A changed Winston Churchill
began exposing the machinations at New Hampshire’s
state capital. Serious young men talked about sacri-

thing at all, most people will absorb a surprise, just
as I did.
Back in the vague, far-away past at the beginning
of this twentieth century, historical novels, retell-

an unmitigated dose of harsh reality; War was yet to

ing with glamor and sentimentality the glorified

strike away the sentimental barrier.

events in our national history, were thrilling everyone from Boston old maids to the gay young bucks.
It was a romantic age untainted by the cold, dis-

swung again the other way in a long arc; and from

secting, cynical spirit of critical history; and everyone—even the professors—still believed that this
great and bountiful country could never do—and

never did—a wrong.

Even the recently ended

Spanish-American atrocity was turned intoa

tri-

umph of Americanism.
Leading the army of writers that filled the demand for sugarized history, marched Churchill,
whose Crisis and Kichard Carvel sold so many copies
that he could afford to change his technique and begin
writing novels with a purpose. No one, probably, was
more surprised than Mr. Churchill when such things

as Coniston and Inside the Cup also boomed into topnotch favorites.

Other story books which captivated

this era of reaction against late Victorian skepticism
were such innocuous simplicities as Alice of Old Vin-

cennes, Janice Meredith, The Virginian, The Little
Shepherd of Kingdom Come, and the lately revived

Mrs. Wiggs of the Cabbage Patch—the five scribbled
by five different authors.
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ficing their lives and careers to enter a government
service and reform the world.

But it couldn’t last long.

People weren’t ready for
The pendulum

this period on we possess definite figures on book sales.
Florence Barclay’s The Rosary sold just under a
million copies in 1910.

The following year marked a

peak point with The Harvester by Gene Stratton Porter chalking up 1,600,000 buyers, and The Winning of
Barbara Worth by Harold Bell Wright only 100,000
less. Nothing masterful, nothing profound, nothing
artistic in the list—only homely, virtuous pietistics satisfying a transitional period that was drifting from the
substance and basis of principle, but regulating itself
on the faint aroma of a hang-over from more clearcut days of thinking. It was probably here that the
term “best-seller” grated heaviest on the intellectuals.
Came the War. Horror, cruelty, blood, high-tension
living grew commonplace, but Americans could still
“make-believe” as long as they weren’t personally involved. Materializing out of the jungle, the first of
the interminable Tarzan series, Tarzan of the Apes,
sold 750,000 copies for Edgar Rice Burroughs, while
Booth Tarkington was amusing 514,000 buyers with
the whimsicalities of his Penrod—both in 1914. Somerset Maugham ran into trouble with various censor-

ship boards in the following year, and as a result Of
Human Bondage zoomed the 500,000 list.
Finally America went to war to make the world safe
for J. P. Morgan’s loans. Raw adventure appealed
to the stay-at-homes and Jack London's Call of the
Wild rolled off the press a million and a half times in
1917 alone. Mr. Britling Sees It Through, from the
pen of H. G. Wells, was the first war-related book to

capture popular fancy; and it wasn't long before a
deluge of battle stories swamped the country. Among

others Over the Top by Arthur Guy Empey hit above
500,000.
The Armistice ended the War but it didn’t end war
books. A million copies of America’s Part in the
World War by Beamish and March went over the
counter; and The Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse
rode somberly into over 400,000 homes, dragging
windy and sensational Blasco Ibanez into ephemeral
:
fame.
But if the War was over, revolution in the bookworld had just begun. For some reason or other,
which must be left to the social historian to determine,
Americans became serious-minded readers; and I don't
think it was because minds became any better, or gen-

erally even more serious. The “twenties” reacted wild-

ly to the rigor of the “‘teens” in everything else, with
speculation, mass-lunacy, “flaming youth,” movie inanities, and a “chicken in every pot” optimism charBig business
acteristic of a city-drifting society.

boomed and built bigger buildings; and if slums continued to grow, no one, except a few half-baked social workers, worried about it.
Yet non-fiction sales continued to swell; even popu-

lar fiction veered from the innocuously simple to the
purposefully complex. Of course an occasional reversion would send some roaring romance like The
Sheik, in 1921, over the million figure, but it was the
mordant shots of Sinclair Lewis that set the fashion.
Perhaps Americans were developing a duel national
personality, with one side caught in the surge of contemporary life and the other, more intellectual, spun
from its moorings by post-war disillusionment, grap-

his Story of Mankind. And finally appeared Bruce
Barton, of advertising fame, to glorify the conduct of
big business. Such things as The Man Nobody Knows,

about Christ, The Book Nobody Knows, about the
Bible, skyrocketed into the hundred thousands —
though the only revelation made was that Mr. Barton
knew remarkably little about either Christ or the Bible.
1927 has probably been engraved on more philosophers’ tombstones than any other year, for in it Will
Durant published his Story of Philosophy. 545,000
was the sales record for ten months; and though Abbé
Dimnet has unkindly suggested that many of this
number were never cut, but merely stood in the bookcase for show, I am rather stupefiedly proud every time

I think that 545,000 Americans actually bought a book
with the word philosophy on the cover. Of course
there wasn’t much philosophy inside the cover, but you

hardly blame people for their good intentions.

Mr.

Durant is clever at picking titles, and also clever at
stories. His latest, incidentally, is about civilization—

also going over the counter at top speed.
Of course that’s only one side of the picture, which
has two other sides. Most Americans still weren't
philosophers. They liked to read adventure stories on
the subway; and if sitting behind a desk wasn't exactly adventurous, Zane Grey, Peter B. Kyne, and

Tarzan’s creator could provide that “strong-man-ofthe-great-open-spaces” feeling vicariously.
Growth in quality began to mark the more simon-

pure novels.

Thornton Wilder’s poignant Bridge of

San Luis Rey climbed over the 200,000 mark in 1928,

while Pearl Buck’s Good Earth led the list in 1931.
A strong indication of the stronger anti-war senti-

ment, gradually claiming thinking persons, came in the
phenomenal sale of Eric Maria Remarque’s All Quiet
on the Western Front. This profoundly disillusioning
plea for peace found 600,000 buyers in 1929 alone.
Picaresque Anthony Adverse, which rambles on forever, has been the last great sensation, in three years

giving interminable hours of reading to about 1,000,000
investors and all those who borrowed the 900 plus

pling for bottom, a reason for being, a faith to make

pages.
And lest this cataloguing roll on further, I won’t
make any deductions. They would probably be wrong

being worth while.

anyhow.

The new era of seriousness may be dated from the
appearance of H. G. Wells’ monstrosity, The Outline
of History, which was a joke to historians but sober
history to unhistorical moderns. Various reprints of
this stuff continued to pop into the best-seller class
throughout the twenties; and for the extremely simple-minded, to whom even the mind of Mr. Wells

if that doesn’t agree with other observed trends in our
national life, some contradiction is contradicting some-

wasn’t simple enough, Hendrick Van Loon concocted

Readers’ taste has apparently improved, and

thing somewhere.

Perhaps readers’ taste constitutes

an index only to readers’ taste. Perhaps blurbing does
pay in tangible dividends. The fact remains that while
the books Americans are reading today aren't all they
could be, they are considerably better than they used
to be.
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The University of the Rails
@ By George W. Pfeiffenberger
A former staff member gives our readers interesting thoughts to occupy their
nunds when a seemingly endless freight train clips by as long rows of auto drivers
shut off the gas at grade crossings and resignedly or cussingly wait until they can
renew their journey. The University of the Rails affords an education in itself
to motorists who observe—and reflect on the educational
panorama fleeting before them.

AVE, you ever been to college, or are you
one of those unfortunates who always
yearned to go, but could not spare either the time
or the money? Well, cheer up! for here is your
chance.

Don’t let it get away from you, for it costs

no money and requires onlya little time.

In fact,

you're going to have to spend this time anyway,

whether you like it or not, for grade crossings and
freight trains being what they are, you have no
choice in the matter.
You might just as well take advantage of your

opportunity. ‘The next time you are delayed by a
freight train at a grade crossing, instead of fuming
and growling and “cussing” the railroad company,
from the president and board of directors down to
the lowly engine wiper in the roundhouse, just
calm yourself, shut off the ignition of your car, relax, and enroll yourself as a student in dear old
Rolling Stock University for a real college education.

‘

ner the applications of the theories of chemistry and
physics and their related subjects. As the huge,
steaming locomotive comes thundering across the
figurative table, consider first the technical beginnings of this engine of power and speed. In order
to make its very existence possible, it is necessary
to go back to Mother Earth, our great storehouse
of wealth and resources, for procurement of the raw

materials required in the manufacturing of this
great assembly. While many metals are embodied
in its makeup, it is iron, that most common and
most useful of elements, which forms the base of
its being. As this metal comes from the earth in
the form of iron ore, the technical knowledge and
application of the science of chemistry must be employed in the separation of the metal from the
earth in the refineries, and further applied to a
minute scientific degree in the manufacture of the

steel in its final form. Envision to yourself the hundreds of smoking chimneys of the steel mills of
Pittsburgh and Birmingham, where thousands of

There are many courses of study you can follow
in this unique University of the Rails. Beginning
with science and engineering, you proceed through
history, geography, agriculture, commerce, law, sociology, and even a smatternig of athletics. There

ing in almost humanly unbearable temperatures,
engaged in melting, pouring, molding, and rolling
the steel that is now a part of this powerful ma-

are no matriculation fees, tuition charges, labora-

chine now passing by.

tory fees, textbooks, or examinations to be met with

In addition to the actual construction of the engine, the process of converting the solid fuel intothe usable energy which furnishes the motive power
again brings into play the laws of chemistry and

in this college, and the only entrance requirements
are the ability to read, and the free play of an unshackled imagination. Whether you are still in
grade school, or already have your Ph. D., you are

eligible to enroll as a student in this traveling university. So now is the time to begin your studies.
As the crossing gates go down, and the bell
clangs loudly for the opening of classes, the first
item on the curriculum is in the field of science and
engineering. Here you have before you an immense lecture table, with the engineer as the
professor, demonstrating in a very practical manPage eighteen

men, stripped to the waist, are sweating and toil-

physics, as expounded under the head of thermodynamics, a very important branch of science in the

industrial world of today.

Think back a moment

to that grand old scientist, Sir Isaac Newton, and

his laws of motion, then make a rough attempt at calculating the amount of work put out by these
powerful machines. Remembering that the unit of
work is the foot-pound, or the moving of one pound
through a distance of one foot, you will be stag-

gered by the thought of the millions of such units
put forth in the pulling of half a hundred or more
loaded cars, which job the engine does with apparent ease. A strong man, with all the might of his
muscle could scarcely lift one wheel, yet by the
power of his brain he devises machines to move
thousands of times that weight.
Following the wonders of science which you have
just viewed, comes a box car bearing the proud
name “Union Pacific.’ Who can see this name
without being carried back to the days of the
pioneer, as so ably and thrillingly memorialized in
Zane Grey’s “The U. P. Trail.” Let your mind
flash back to a bit of history incident to the building up of this great country—a flash back to the
days of “manifest destiny” as politically-minded
speakers are prone to call it. Recall to mind the
herculean efforts of your pioneer forefathers’ struggling and striving against the intense heat of the
deserts and the bitter numbing cold of the mountains in pushing these long, slender, twin ribbons
of steel across an almost uncharted continent. You
will also recall the heart-chilling tales of attacks
by hostile Indians as they contested bitterly against

the advancement of the dreaded “iron horse” into
their beloved hunting grounds, the savage attacks
and the bloody massacres, culminating ultimately
in the Red Man’s complete and pitiful surrender.
Even as the progress of the “iron horse” was to
them a symbol of their inevitable subjection, so to
the white man was it a symbol of progress in the
building of an empire. No conception or account of
the modern intricate and elaborate system of railroad transportation can be complete without paying
this mental tribute to its hardy and courageous
pioneers and builders.

Then follow in rapid succession a number of cars
representing various sections of the country, and
you wonder how they all came to be gathered into
this one train, and by what complex but highly efficient method these cars are shifted and shunted
and exchanged from yard to yard, from city to city,
and from line to line, until your brain begins to
whirl at the enormity of it all. The tangled and
complex laws of interstate commerce, and the sometimes hairline distinctions between state and federal

laws, make you marvel at the very fact that such
commerce can be carried on without running into
legal difficulties every time a car is moved. But
you'll leave all that worry to those who are paid
to worry about such matters, namely the legal tal-

ent as represented by the munificently paid corporation lawyers, commonly grouped under the somewhat gregarious title of “a Philadelphia lawyer.”
Meantime you proceed to enjoy the geographical

side of the picture.

There are New York Central

cars from populous East, Santa Fe Lines from the
deserts of the Southwest, the Union Pacific and
Canadian Pacific from the vast west and northwest
territories, the Illinois Central serving the great
Mississippi Valley from the Lakes to the Gulf, the
far-famed Pennsylvania Lines connecting the agricultural Midwest to the consumer markets of the
East, and the widespread network of the Southern
System covering Dixie like a blanket. There are
many others, too, numerous to mention, ranging

from the larger companies with thousands of miles
of track to the little branch lines with hardly more
than a spur of which to boast. In addition to the
mere geographical value of this panorama, you have
a real opportunity to study the life and industries
of each section of the country represented on these
moving billboards.
Here comes a car labelled “Automobiles.” This
naturally first makes you conscious of the one in
which you are sitting, and then you shift your
thoughts to the immense factories of Detroit and

Toledo with their thousands of workers, and the

mass production methods they employ in turning
out the millions of automobiles which have literally
put America on wheels. This would lead you to an
almost endless train of thought in tracing back all
the connections of the motor car industry with the
everyday life, but you haven’t time for that now, as
here approaches a new thought to occupy your
mind.

It is a string of those peculiarly humped tank
cars, which to the imaginative mind resembles nothing so much as a camel caravan wending its way
across the lonely stretches of the Sahara. The more
everyday mind, however, conjures up thoughts of
oil fields of Pennsylvania, and more spectacularly,
of the newer and vaster fields of Texas and Oklahoma, where only a short while back boom towns
mushroomed into existence, and excitement ran

high and feverish, reminiscent of the gold rush
days of the Forty-niners. There are visions of the
tall derricks reaching toward the sky in thousands
as far as the eye can see; highways crowded with
pipe-laden trucks; automobiles of every type, de-

scription and vintage; wagons, horses, mules, even
an occasional team of oxen; and, of course, the in-

evitable hitch-hikers. In the towns the crowds are
excitedly milling and jostling around the hodgepodge jumble of hot dog and hamburger stands,

“beaneries,” cheap dance pavilions, filling stations,
garages, supply houses, and every other conceivable sort of establishment hastily thrown together
to glean the drippings from the faucet. It was in
these territories, also that “Lo, the poor Indian”

came into his own, flashed across the stage in his
new-found wealth and high-powered roadsters, and
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then as quickly vanished into obscurity once again,
the gullible victim of high pressure and unscrupulous promotors and “get-rich-quick” schemers.
The scene shifts again, and this time you have a
line of flat cars loaded with huge pine and fir logs

“lumbering” along.

Some of these giants of the

timber lands require the service of two cars to accommodate their great lengths. You picture to
yourself the vast snow-covered north woods, and

the romance and adventure so skillfully woven into
their histories by the thrilling masterpieces of such
writers as London and Curwood. Sometimes, instead of northern trees, the logs are of Cypress, and

immediately you revert to the dank swamps and
sloughs and bayous of Louisiana, or the dark forbidding reaches of the Florida Everglades, with
visions of ancient and gnarled alligators slithering
around the cypress bends and roots as they indolently travel to or from their daily sun baths in
the mud.

The next attraction in this interesting parade may
be a number of gondolas loaded with coal.

You

idly wonder what is the lingual connection between
the beautifully tapestried and ornamental gondolas
of dreamy romantic Venice with the ugly and grimy
coal cars streaming incessantly from the mountains
of West Virginia and Pennsylvania.

Some idiosyn-

country are visible, with their huge plantations of
thousands of acres, tilled by colored tenants, the
majority of whom are ground so deeply into debt
by a vicious tenant system of farming that they can
scarcely call their souls their own. In rags and tatters they live out their monotonous lives of planting, howing, and picking cotton, but none the less
cheerful and careless, borne along in apparent un-

concern by the God-given philosophy of their downtrodden race. One wonders what would be the
thoughts of the bold and energetic souls of DeSoto
and Marquette could they but return and see the
indolent, indifferent natures of the present inhabitants of the lands they so long ago discovered and
explored. Proceeding now towards the Southwest
you are still in the cotton lands, but here you
have more moderate sized farms, and there seems

to be a more progressive spirit. Colored labor is
relatively scarce, and Mexican labor rises to the
fore as you approach the Rio Grande. Several large
cities dot the landscape, and there is a wider diversification of occupations and industries. One is impressed by the wide expanses of the warehouses
and compresses of Houston and Galveston, wherein
are stored thousands of bales of cotton for shipment

to domestic mills or foreign ports. It is only such
a sight as this that can properly impress upon the
Yankee mind the importance of the cotton industry

crasy of the English language you say, as your
thoughts drift to the hundreds of grimy men, their
bodies clogged with coal dust, and their souls suppressed and stifled by the weary, depressing nature
of their occupation, shut off from air and sunlight

refrigerator cars carrying fruit from the rival states
of California and Florida, remindful, too, of disas-

as they toil like Vulcan, tearing from a reluctant

trous earthquakes and roaring hurricanes, respec-

to the wealth of the nation.

Traveling on across the lecture table, there are

earth the bits of fuel so necessary in this industrial

tively; there are cattle cars with their doomed

world.
As the cars move on, bales of cotton now greet

freight enroute from the Western plains to the
packing houses of Kansas City and Chicago; poul-

your eye, and at a twinkling you are transported to
the land of Dixie. If you are not personally familiar with the South you are apt to picture to yourself the ante-bellum Dixie of song, story, and movie,

representative of the days of colonial mansions,
broad verandas, and mint julips. If you are more

up to date, however, you will see a truer anda dif-

ferent picture, for the South is now a far cry from
those legendary days of long ago. Larger cities
and towns now appear, and industry has gained a

foothold. Cotton is still King, however, although
the venerable monarch has seen some lean days in
the past decade, and has had to take up several

notches in the famous old Cotton Belt. In the
southeastern part of the Belt, intermingled with the
growing cities, you still see the small farmers carefully nursing their long-worn-out hill lands, and
fighting the apparently ever-losing battle of soil
erosion. Farther west, bordering the banks of the
mighty Mississippi, the broad flat miles of Delta
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try cars with their squawing, fluttering cargoes of

future Thanksgiving dinners and _ prematurely
scrambled eggs; flat cars loaded with immense
blocks of stone or granite or structural steel, destined perhaps for some proud and lofty skyscraper,
or solid and sedate hall of justice; and coal cars,
temporarily converted to the hauling of gravel,
which might or might not be ultimately dumped
on certain so-called roads, but even the very sight
of which gives every experienced motorist ample
cause fora little mental profanity. And so the cars
continue to come and as quickly go, giving the
observer a rapidly changing panorama and crosssectional view of America as she is today.
Interwoven with the other studies, the discern-

ing student realizes that here also he is consciously
or unconsciously absorbing a bit of sociology, especially with respect to the more seamy side of life.
It does not require a particularly sharp eye to pick
(Continued on Page 22)
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out the human freight traveling as guests of the

what limited in its athletics, due to the transient
nature of its students, it does have some fine

railroad company.

The time was not so long dis-

coaches, and it is justly proud of its track, which

tant when such travelers were relatively few and
remained discreetly hidden. But whether it is the

carries its fame to all parts of the country, and has
a fine record despite the large number of ties. ‘This
track program includes marathon cross-country
hikes, and some remarkable exhibitions of high and
broad jumping. In the dashes, however, is where
old R. S. U. students excel. Under the tutelage of

courage that comes with increased numbers, or a

lessening of the brakeman’s vigilance, or even if it
is a feeling of charity being manifested to them, at
any rate, they are now swarming in, around, and

over the train from one end to the other.

Former-

the keen-edged and swift-footed Coach Yardetec-

ly these “star” passengers were mostly all of one

tive, the school has developed many fine sprinters

class, the “genus hobo” as it were, but it is a vastly
different story today. You can spot not only the

of national championship caliber, although none
have actually come forth to claim their laurels. It
is with great reluctance that Rolling Stock admits

professional vagabond, but the newer and more pitiful class, composed largely of young men and boys
driven from their homes during the dark days of
depression by the grim specter of hunger and want.
Finding no employment or hope of employment in

their native surroundings, and growing daily more
desperate, they took to the road in hundreds, seek-

ing the mythical pot of gold at the end of the rain-

bow. Even sadder to behold are the not infrequent
glimpses of women and children, and even babies in
arms, literally being rocked to sleep in a rolling
cradle. What will be the effect on this portion of
the rising generation hardly even the bravest sociologist would dare to predict. No doubt many will
rise above this station and become useful citizens,

but others suffering the loss of their self-respect
and embittered by heart-breaking hardships in the
most impressionable period of their lives, will remain vagrants or become criminals and be a permanent burden upon an already overburdened society. One can only hope that these latter will be
in the minority.
_
Coming back to the brighter side of life, however, it might surprise you to learn that this strange
college on wheels dips even into the field of sports.

While dear old Rolling Stock University is some-
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its lack of football material, but it is hoped that
under the energetic and painful training of Coach

Brakeman the student body may ultimately become
football-minded. At present the coach is confining
his protegees to punting practice in booting the undergrads off the tender behind the locomotive.
And so, as the end of the term approaches, and

the Dean’s office and administration building come
rolling along in the form of the caboose, with its
inevitable curtained windows, cupola, and speaker’s
platform, you reach the end of your college days
with a diploma of soot and cinders tastefully wrap-

ped with a ribbon of smoke. Lost for a moment in
a long train of hallowed memories, you suddenly
drop from the glories of graduation to the cold realities of life, as pandemonium breaks loose from

the simultaneous and ear-shattering blasts of countless automobile horns, wielded with earnest and
vigorous force, and accompanied by a furious vol-

ley of threats, imprecations, and epithets hurled in
your direction by the speed-crazed, impatient, and
ever-maddening rabble to the rear.
So with the sorrowful reflection that “Tis ever
thus” with graduates, you proceed to “Git along,

little graddie, git along!”

College Clippings
I did not know before that—
Scientists report finding Vitamin B in hash!
se + 4 8
The student who came out of the examination
room, groaning to everybody that he couldn’t possibly have passed, is the same guy who, when the
grades came out, gripes to heaven because he got a

C instead of a B.
cs

=e

ES

Dr. Edward K. Strong, professor of psychology
at Stanford University, states that men grow more
feminine in their interests as they grow older.
st se + 4S
Bland L. Stradley, Ohio State University Examiner, finds that with few exceptions, they seem to

go on winning classroom honors.

Out of 24 fresh-

men who received Ohio State scholarships last

spring, 23 did above-average work during their first
quarter at the university.
oe 8 eS
The grades of 51 co-eds were so poor that they
were barred from re-entering Indiana University
the second semester.

One hundred and seventy-one

co-eds at the university were placed on probation
for the second semester.

Marks for achievement,

only, seem to hold at Indiana!
x
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Students at the University of Chicago who work
their way through school are a little smarter and
pass much better examinations than students who
are supported by someone else, statisticians at the
University of Chicago find in a survey made at that

university.
.
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The average housewife walks about eight miles a
day as she does her housework.
i
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Stanford University regulations keep the nearest
bar five miles away from the student beer-drinkers.
*
ot © es
All Jesuit colleges in the United States are affected by a ruling of the Father General of the Society of Jesus in Rome to the effect that Jesuit college students are banned from being absent from

their studies more than four days, hence the University of San Francisco (Jesuit) football players
may fly east next season to play Manhattan College
of New York City and back again, to live within
the letter of the law governing them.
‘Ss 3
& 3
The “home-town editor of the Indiana University
publicity office sends out an average of 1,000 articles a week, or about 50,000 a year. Almost every
weekly and daily newspaper in Indiana is furnished

regularly with news of what the home-town boy or
girl is accomplishing at Indiana University.
“7h £259 © *&
New York had a brewery when the city had but
five houses. That was the Dutch of it!
ee ee
Federal aid amounting to $1,559,645 per month

for undergraduates, and $79,300 per month for grad-

At Boston University 73 nationalities are represented among the 8,800 students attending the university.

+24

Probably the closest thing to perpetual motion
that this country has seen is the music going ’round
and ’round.

ee.)

uate students is being given to 109,001 in 1,602 in-

stitutions in the United States.
ee
Irene Bordoni never wears the same evening
gown to the CBS studios twice.
ee
ee ee
There are 150,000 more married men than mar-

ried women in the United States.
* £8 ee 6

According to Roger Babson, the United States
as a nation wastes 77 per cent of its time.
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With a new photographic device, a parachute
jumper can take pictures of his face every second
of his fall.
Ke

ek
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Not satisfied with classes beginning at the Uni-

According to a Texan Psychologist, the present

versity of Kansas at 8:30 a. m., students there filed
a petition asking that all first-hour classes begin at

railroad, sign: “Stop, Look, and Listen” is all
wrong. He suggests as a substitute: “Come on;

8 o’clock sharp.

take a chance. No one will miss you.”
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has gone to the Near East for its
flavors and aromas andspices.

...and today Chesterfield imports

thousands of bales of tobacco from
Turkey and Greece to add flavor

and fragrance to Chesterfield
Cigarettes.
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a
Turkish tobacco is expensive. The
import duty alone is 35 cents a pound.
But no other place except Turkey and
Greece can raise tobacco of this particular aroma and flavor.
This Turkish tobacco, blendedwith
our own American tobaccos in the
correct proportions to bring out the
finer qualities of each tobacco, helps
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